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Summary: This is going to be the hardest thing I will ever have to 
do. I took another hit, and tossed the joint out the car window. 
Mentally preparing as much as I could, I put my vehicle in park and 
stepped out. Ashes, and glass crunched under my feet as I walked up 
to the abandoned church. A strange familiarity courses through me. 
This is where I lost him. Damon. Reviews welcome. 


High to Keep From Missing You 
'_High, all my life, to forget I'm missing you_' 

The world around me was beautiful. Words weren't enough to describe 
it, but I attempted to none the less. The music just seeped through 
you, into your soul, and you have no choice but to go through with 
it. The lights were bright and sporadic and there was a pattern in 
there somewhere, but I didn't care enough to follow it. 

All the people around me were dancing so gracefully and the way the 
ladies swayed their hips was more than enticing. Jealous of their 
erotic movements, I started dancing too, though more loose and 
definitely more wobbly. I grabbed the nearest person, human, vampire, 
dwarf, I didn't care. 

I was just getting into the groove of the dense music, when I was 
snatched by the arm. Everyone was screaming and running around 
frantically, but I just stood there. Dazed. I couldn't comprehend 
what was going on around me, even if I cared. The music was still 
going, so I just started dancing on whoever had my arm. 

"Oh, this one's definitely on V." 

"Take her in . " 

And with that I was shoved towards the exit, I could hear the people 
around me muttering. I didn't care what was said between them, I only 
cared about Damon. My Damon. I could almost see his face, his vibrant 



eyes and soft tonea€ 1 


I was harshly shoved into a van, and when I looked up again, Damon 
was gone. I was slowly coming down from my high, and things were 
starting to move slower, more at a human pace. I blinked a few times 
before realizing that someone was talking to me. I looked up, 
confusion clear in my face. 

"This one seems to be mixing her drugs. She reeks of marijuana, and 
she smells like she walked out of a liquor store that just had an 
earthquake . " 

"I smell like, _hic, _raspbberrieisss " my voice trailed off a bit as 
I looked for an appropriate place to clear my stomach. I settled with 
a patch of grass in front of a fancy looking house, and relieved my 
stomach of its unsightly pressures. 

I didn't even need to look up to see the disgusted expressions on 
their face. 

I was shoved towards the pretty house, and through a long corridor, 
and finally down a set of stairs. There was a chair waiting for me, 
and I was handcuffed to the table. I looked at my wrist in awe, 
looking at the sparkling skin and whoooaaa wait '_where's my 
purse ?_ ' 

"Your purse has been taken for evidence, you will receive it after 
telling us where you got the V and what your intentions were for the 
amount you had." I must have mumbled it out loud, because here was a 
dude in white linens answering my spoken thoughts. 

'_Whoa,_' the young boy in front of me was magnificent, to say the 
least. I was honored that such a face was here to talk to me, and I 
felt incredibly lucky to meet him on V. His face looked healthy and 
well sculpted, like Leonardo DaVinci himself had sculpted him. 

Though, somewhere in the back of my mind, I questioned if he was a 
sculptor too or just a painter. 

"Oh noa€ 1 " Tears started to spring to my eyes. I was becoming sober, 
and I knew too well what that meant. 

"You'll get your belongings back, minus one particular item, once 
you're through answering my questions." The voice continued on as if 
that was my only concern. His thin lips were in a line, and his whole 
face screamed 'Don't show emotion! ' He placed a bottle of water in 
front of me and was out without a second glance. 

Well shit. I crossed my arms as best I could and rested my head on 
top. Even in my drunken state, I knew that my next high would be a 
hell of a lot further away than I had hoped. I ignored the bottled 
water and dozed off into a dreamless slumber. 

I awoke to the door opening in front of me. I must have slept nearly 
12 hours, because I was a lot more sober than I wanted to be. I 
looked around the room in confusion and finally my eyes landed on the 
Greek god before me. Images of last night flew through my head and I 
slowly came to realize how much shit I was in. Worse off, there was 
no Damon to save me now. 


The young boy sat in the chair before me, handkerchief held out for 



me. I took a second to realize that I wasn't in cuffs anymore, and my 
face felt tight and moist, like I left a face mask on too long. I 
took the handkerchief and wiped my cheeks. It wasn't until I had 
wiped my face, did I realize that I must have cried in my sleep 
again . 

"Thank you." 

"Ms. Cane, where did you get the V?" I knew he must have seen my ID, 
so I didn't bother looking confused. 

"From a vampire" came the hazy response. My voice came dry and 
harsh . 

"Drink some water. Did you drain this vampire?" I kept my face stoic 
and did as I was told. I almost wanted to look at him weird for 
trying to care for me, but I knew that was probably just curtesy on 
his part. 

"No. He gave it to me." 

"Who gave it to you?" 

"My friend." He gave a look to my vagueness. 

"His name was Damon and he's gone now." I elaborated more, and 
immediately had tears to my eyes at the mention of his name. I 
thought I'd use his curtesy to my advantage. 

"And I'm hungry, when's the next time I can eat?" I didn't dare break 
eye contact, and had a hopeful look on my face. 

Just a year before that, I was living it up on the streets of Dallas, 

Texas. New to this side of the States, I stuck to myself and did my 

best to stay out of trouble. I had my cute studio apartment, and my 
late night waitressing job. My hair was long, my skin was tan and I 
was in the best shape of my life. My days were spent sleeping and my 
nights making money. My nights off were spent just walking the 
streets of Dallas and taking in all of its oddities. 

Tonight was one of those nights, just enjoying the view of a life up 
square, trees, benches, and endless fountains surrounded me. Earbuds 
in, I nodded my head to my music and attempted to glue the view to my 

mind. I got up and made my way to the exit, and eyed a new stairway. 

My inner thrill for discovering new views overcame me and made a 
beeline for the secret hideaway. 

Looking up, I could see it was at least ten stories high. A thought 
crossed my mind, and I ran with it. Literally. 

I jumped up, catching a part of the railing. I scaled up each 
platform and eventually made it to the top. With adrenaline pulsing 
through me, I ran to the ledge and leaned over. The view, from so 
high up was beautiful, and you could almost see the stars over the 
city lights. I was enamored by the beauty and almost jumped off when 
I heard a voice. 

"Do you truly enjoy the view?" I whipped my head around to see a 
young boy. Our eyes met and I could see he was dead inside. A streak 
of fear passed me, and I had to stop myself from bolting. He must 



have sensed it, for he began to raise his hands. A gesture of 
surrender. I took my earbuds out and eyed him for a moment, judging 
his integrity. 

"I do." I kept my answer short and curt. I turned my back to him, and 
eyed the cement below, searching for an escape route if things got 
messy. After a moment, I glanced over my shoulder to find him still 
standing there, only a little closer. I didn't like where this was 
going, so I started to walk towards the stairs I just 
climbed . 

"Please, don't go." It was so quiet, I almost didn't hear it. I 
looked at him confusion clear on my face. "Will you take my 
soul ? " 

His incredulous question drove me to turn. I stalked up to him, 
studying him. He was only slightly taller than myself. His grey eyes 
bore into mine, and his face structure was very much defined. He must 
have been born BC to have that clear of a face structure. His short 
brown hair was slightly tussled, probably from running. 

"And just why would any vampire volunteer themselves like that?" My 
bright blue eyes darkened to their naturel red state. I could see 
above him that he wasn't due for _a_ _long _time. 

"I've seen many things in my time, and I've done many things that 
cannot be forgiven. I need to repent for my sins and what better way 
than to die an unholy death?" His eyes pleaded to me, begged me, just 
to take him and do away with his life. I almost thought about it, 
too. His time was too far to be clear, so there was no telling how 
much he had left. 

"No. Our kinds don't mix, and I'm sure you have loved ones that will 
seek me out. You have a long life ahead of you, you should use it for 
good. If you feel such a desire to repent, why do you not seek a 
church?" A breeze came from behind me, and he did everything he could 
not to scrunch his nose. I ignored him and began my trek down the 
many stairs . 

I made it down the first two flights, and he was waiting on the third 
platform for me. 

"I do apologize, I did not mean to insult you. Please reconsider, I 
can grant you immunity to any other vampires, and I can give you 
money. I have plenty to give, and you certainly wouldn't have to wait 
tables anymore." 

"How do you know I wait tables?" My eyes were slightly wide and the 
words 'hit list' kept passing my mind. 

"As sheriff of district nine, it is my duty to know of all supes in 
my territory. That includes you." 

I calmed a little to that. If he was authority, then he couldn't 
touch me without facing his council. 

"Hmph. Tell me, o wise one, why have you not just walked in the sun? 
Why actively seek me out, when you could do it yourself?" 

He looked down for a moment, shame clear in his face. Something in me 



didn't feel right, and I knew my empathy was getting to me. 

"Let's sit. Tell me of your 'oh so terrible' stories." 

And we did. We ended up sitting until it was time for the sun to 
rise. He spoke of his time traveling, and his son Eric. He spoke of 
his child with a hidden passion, and with a greater joy for his 
grandchild Pamela. By then end of our chat, he had a small sense of 
hope about him. 

"Would you like to meet again? I'm sure you have a few more horror 
stories to tell before your time is up." I looked to his face and saw 
a small glimmer of excitement. He was handsome, sure, and his talking 
was kind of soothing. Though our kinds didn't mix, I couldn't see the 
harm in talking to him again. 

Thinking back, those truly were the best times of my life. We met a 

few more times after that, each night ending with me promising to 

take his life the next. It didn't take long until he began asking 

about me, what I've seen in my life and what I did to get to Dallas. 

I told him of my lack of family, and my simple existence. 

To this day, I can't remember his name, and it kills me to know that 
he's out there somewhere waiting for my return. My heart feels 
swollen, thinking of him, as I take another bite of my cereal. The 
handsome boy sits patiently in front of me, as I sip the rest of my 
bowl . 

"When was the last time you spoke to 'Damon'?" 

"I don't remember. He's gone, so why does it matter?" 

"Was he killed, or self-inflicted?" 

"I don't remember. He's just gone." 

"Ms. Cane, it is very important that you tell me where he went. 

Please cooperate or face the consequences . " He looked very stern and 
almost menacing. 

"What do you have to do with any of this? It's not like it's your 
blood at stake." I was done playing these games. His beautiful face 
just tugged at my heart strings, as I haven't found anyone attractive 
since Damon. Looking at him felt as if I was betraying Damon, and it 
just reminded me of him even more. 

"You see, Ms. Cane, it _is_ my blood, which is why it is imperative 
that I find and put a stop to this culprit. I will not have some 
_demon_ stop me from finding the thief who caused this." I could see 
something popped in him. He got up and began speaking an ancient 
language. Something I haven't heard in centuries. It was almost 
soothing, if not for the string of curses here and there. 

"_Eric!_" He was gone and in came a tall, blonde, man. In his hands 
were silver chains. I held out my hands, embracing the silver. It 
didn't sting as much as it would a vampire, but the cold chain still 
hurt. I was dragged to another room, this one much colder than the 
humid air I was used to. 


Thrown to the floor, I curled into a tight ball, desperate for 



warmth. There were icicles hanging off the AC vent, and the hard 
cement floor offered no chance of keeping my body heat. 'Fucking 
vampires and their lack of feeling.' I was left alone for about an 
hour before the boy from before was in front of me again. 

"Where did you get it from?" At this point my tan skin had paled and 
you could clearly see my blue veins. I was ready to lie my way out of 
this and whoop some ass if I had to. 

"I've already told you, I don't know and I can't get any more because 
he's gone. I don't know where he is or how to find him. I've told you 
what you've wanted, now release me!" I was glaring up at him from my 
ball of warmth. He seemed to ponder this for a moment, before turning 
away. He was halfway through the door when I called out to 
him . 

"Please don't go. I'd rather die than have to go another minute 
without him. Please, at least take my life, I am of no further use to 
you." I begged him with desperate eyes. He had to have felt some pity 
for me, for I was now being dragged from the frozen chamber. 

Down the hall, I was back to the small room from before. He sat on a 
chair, while waiting for me to warm up. I looked up at him, sorrow 
evident on my face. He ignored me, staring at the wall straight ahead 
of him. 

"What is your name?" I sounded pitiful. I must have looked it 
too . 

"Godric. There will be a woman in here shortly. She will be courteous 
to her, and you will answer all her questions." He didn't bother 
looking my way. I slowly stood up and sat in the chair across from 
him. As he said, a moment later there is a small female in a new 
chair across from me. Godric stayed in the room, I assumed for safety 
issues . 

"Hello, I'm Sookie, pleasure to meet ya ! " She offered her hand, and 
thinking nothing of it, I shook it. 

"Genevieve. Nice to meet you." I kept my voice even, making sure not 
to give anything away. She was cute enough, with her big bosom and 
petite frame. Blonde hair, blue eyes, tan skin and oh shit she's 
f ae . 

A flash made its way to mind. A memory of a younger me. Bloody wings 
being ripped off me, looks of disgust all around me. 

A shudder ran through my spine, as I tried to keep a calm 
exterior . 

Sookie blinked a moment and processed the information. The worst part 
about being a demon? The inability to block anymore. I could already 
feel her digging around, trying to find an answer. She reached for my 
hand, and with Godric there, I doubt I could get away with not 
complying . 

"When was the last time you saw Damon?" 


Words weren't needed as I passed the image to the farie. A large 
cage, silver chains, a man who's face I cannot recall. He's speaking 



and I can feel the sadistic vibe he gives. I'm released and I'm 
desperate to look back, to get one final look ata€ 1 and it's gone. 

The memory runs like a blank tape. 

I make eye contact with Sookie, sorrow in my features. She looks to 
Godric and shakes her head somberly. I have nothing relevant to him. 

I can see the temptation in Sookie. She wants to stay. To ask about 
my wings. I look to Godric, waiting for the final nod granting my 
release . 

"She has nothinga€ 1 but he could still be back there! Maybe if we try 
to jog her memory, she'll remember where they were!" Sookie was 
pleading to him. For a farie to feel remorse for a demon is unheard 
of . 

"Godric, it's not worth it. He's gone, I've been searching for him 
for a year now. Either he's gone for good or doesn't want to be 
found." The irony, I feel like the devil on his shoulder. 

He thought for a moment before answering. "I think it's worth getting 
a sorceress to help." He got up and walked out the door. He left the 
door wide open probably meant for Sookie, but I wasn't about to sit 
around to be put in an ice box again. I followed and stayed close 
behind Godric, Sookie coming after me. We walked into a white living 
room, four more vampires sitting around a white coffee table. Sookie 
walked right passed us to stand next to a brunette male. The tall 
brunette had his face in Sookies hair, inhaling deeply. The other 
vampires were noticeably holding their breath. I stayed behind 
Godric, mindful to keep distance from him, as he was probably holding 
his breath too. 

"Get Ms. Christine here as soon as possible. We may have a lead on 
who the seller is." He spoke with authority, and as soon as he 
finished speaking, the Hispanic female vampire had a phone out. Her 
accent was clear as she spoke to Ms. Christine. 

"Yes please, as soon as possible." 

Godric turned to me, "Until you bring me to the seller, you will stay 
here. You are welcome to any food you find, and you will sleep where 
I tell you. You are not allowed to leave here, is that 
understood? " 

I nodded, not bothering with a reply, and walked off to the kitchen. 
If I was going to stay, I might as well enjoy it. I was joined 
moments later by Sookie. 

"Bill and them are talkin' business, so I thought we'd chit chat in 
the meantime." She had a genuine smile and seemed nice enough. I eyed 
her up and down, duly noting the flower themed fabric. I shrugged and 
went back to raiding the fridge. They didn't have many options, but I 
eventually found cookies and milk. Sookie had made herself 
comfortable at the dining table, so I thought I ' d be nice and pour 
her a glass. 

We sat and she asked about my family and where I'm from, all things I 
could care less for. I kept my answers simple and short, effectively 
evading her from wanting to ask about my life. She made up for it by 
talking about her grand ma and brother, and her life with Bill. It 
was interesting enough, and by the time she had finished telling me 



about having to fight Rene, Ms. Christina had arrived. She was a 
tall, frail woman, with eyes that seemed to follow you. 


End 
f lie . 



